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ROME IN '49. 



Beneath a southern sky fair Nature's face 
Will greenly bloom, with every vernal grace, 
The early sun bids lingering tempests cease. 
And fragrant breezes softly whisper peace. . 
Summer, with all her rainbow-tinted train. 
Dancing o'er hill and vale, returns again. 
But all in vain the glorious sun for thee 
Shines o*er thy beauteous fields, fair Italy ! 
Music no more is heard in haJl or bower, 
At early mom or noon-tide's sultry hour ; 
No minstrel now in song a chaplet weaves. 
As zephyrs murmur 'mongst the glistening leaves. 
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2 ROME IN '40. 

When SoVa last rays the West bespangling o'er, 
Bids mirth, light-hearted, claim the hour once more. 

Stin, chief of all, does ^Lemory turn to thee, 
Home of the past, the boast of Italy. 
Again the seven hilled city's pride laid low ; 
No G^oth or Vandal now the ruthless foe, 
But brethren, christian men, are leagued to slay, 
Boll back the past as if 'twere yesterday; 
Alas for Borne ! Cannot history tell 
With solemn warning, as a passing bell. 
How vain intestine strife ! how vain to be 
Liured by the empty e^ow of Liberty ! 
As o'er a deep, dark stream bright flowers will blow, 
Untelling all the cataract below. 
Has gilded Freedom now a boon in store ? 
Does arch triumphal wait the conqueror? 
What are those marks of recent shell and ball, , 

Deep-denting o'er the Boman Capitol ? , 

A monument, in vain, of empire gone. 
Truth-telling relic of the Csesars' throne, 
The Colosseum, too, must claim a tear. 
As if dark ancient days were present there. 
Tis consecrated now, a ruined fane, 
Undreaming barbarous times would come again, 
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When slaves in the arena strove to win 

Another hour of life by conquering. 

Can Freedom boast a worthier service now ? 

Is not the " March of Intellect" bowed low? 

Go, view that column to an emperor's praise, 

His statue crowned it in the olden days ; 

But now, oh bitter mockery ! is reared 

St. Paul, apostle of the Gospel word: 

He meekly points to realms beyond the sky : 

But man still strives with man for sovereignty. 

Then, O my country ! do thou, thankful, bless 
The Lord of life, the spring of* happiness. 
From which the living waters sparkling rise, 
Befresh anew all human destinies, 
Thankful that o'er our land they peaceM flow, 
A shining light, amid a world of woe,*— 
That, undeserved, our homes can echo still 
All gratitude to God, to man good-will. 
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ERIN.— A SONG. 



O Erin, awaken ! hymn far o'er the land 
Thy advent of triumph, thy right to command 
Our sympathies now in thy smiles and thy tears. 
Unclouded good wishes for happier years. 

Long, long has a gloom overspread thy green Isle, 
Vain visions of glory proclaimed the while ; 
Bad counsels enslaved thee to hloodshed and war ; 
Thine own sons enchained thee to false Freedom's car. 

True Goddess of Liherty ! smile on thine own ; 
Speak peace to thy suhjects ; hid Discord hegone ; 
Arise from the deep, and unveil thy fair hrow, 
Encircled with evergreen olive-leaves now. 

O he it thy hoast and thy praise, 'mid the gloom 
Which o'ershadows this Age, like Night from the tomb, 
That warnings are heeded, that Paeans arise. 
By thankful hearts wafted to unclouded skies. 
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EEIN. — A SONG. 

The harvest in plenty o'er hill-side and dale 
Has hushed the heart-outcry, the lone widow's wail ; 
The Destroyer, death-stricken, has fled from thy shore ; 
Peace and Hope, greenly waving, blossom once more. 

Oh ! long may their first-fruits gleam bright in the sim, 
AU England, rejoicing thy chaplet is won ; 
Hand in hand, re-united, range round our Queen, 
No home-rending discord to part us again. 

Then, Erin, awaken ! let Industry be 
Thy motto, thy bulwark : unfettered, and free. 
Thou wilt shine o'er the ocean, a beacon and star. 
To nations all tempestrtost, warring afar. 
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THE UNHOLY RITE. 



In a loBe, savage, barren i^>ot, 

On Egypt's sultry shore, 
Where vegetation long has ceas'd 

To bloom again no more; 
There, on a gentle eminence, 

A ruin'd temple stands, 
Whose time-worn pillars seem to be 

Bear'd by no human hands— 
So vast their size, and so profoimd 
The stillness reigning all around. 
No song of birds to hail the spring, 
No streamlet's gentle murmuring ; 
Perchance the far-off sullen roar 
Of ocean on the rocky shore, 
With naught to cheer, naught there to bless. 
This scene of utter loneliness 
The weary traveller on his way 
Will hasten on while yet 'tis day, 
And cross himself with whisper'd prayer, 
'Gainst powers of darkness lurking there, 
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THE UNHOLY BITE. 

Or eease the chant of other days 
Which cheer'd his lonely pilgrimage. 

'Tis night, and o'er the sandy waste 
The moonbeams softly play, 

And stars unnumber'd gild the sky 
With tributary ray. 
But What that light whose fitful gleam 

Illimies yon crumbling wall ? 
Fancy might paint a goblin troop, 

Keeping their festival. 
And, lo ! a form slow paces by, 
Alone it is, or seems to be. 

In that drear gloomy hall. 
Approach yet nearer. Hark ! he speaks. 

In accents sad and low ; 
Remorse and ever-restless fear 

Are stamp'd upon his brow. 
His unshorn beard and matted hair, 
And the deep lines of with'ring care, 

Mark him a man of woe. 

" Alas for the land my fathers trod ! 
Outcast from my country and my God, 
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Accurs'd like Cain, the earth's broad face 

May not afford a resting-place. 

The tree is wither d whence I sprung, 

Ere yet its name was done foul wrong ; 

Each branch is faded one by one, 

My brethren aU to rest are gone. 

Could I recall my early days. 

The pleasant path of childhood's ways, 

When spring's first flowers bright and fair 

Were scatter'd round me everywhere— 

But vain the wish— ay, doubly vain, 

Such scenes can ne'er return again. 

And now forbidden help I court, . 

All human aid is nothing worth ; 

So let me calmly meet my fate. 

For I am all heart-desolate, 

The charm works well ; and this the clime 

Where seers existed in old time ; 

Perchance these very walls have been 

Of arts and magic spells the scene. 

And on this lone and barren hill 

Their memory may linger still. 

And this the hour, and this the night— 

If I have read the stars aright — 
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When grief forgotten, vigils pftst, 
My labours shall he orown'd at last. 
Long years of suffering and pain 
Have not all been spent in yain. 
Hemlock pluck'd at the evening hoiu*, 
When clouds o'er the horizon low*r, 
Ere yet the stars shine brightly forth, 
To cheer the sunless desert earth. 
And here the slimy mandrake root, 
Snatch'd where has trod no human foot. 
Each plant is here, and all are met 
To make the wizard charm complete. 
Then brightly bum with ruddy glow. 
Herald of future bliss below. * 

Hush ! hark, a voice so thrilling clear. 
The strong man stands all trembling there. 
^ 'Tis time," it said ; " thy wish make known," 
But answer straightway oame there none. 
And now a shadowy form is seen, 
The entrance-porch and flame between. 

" Come tell me quickly," and the while 
O'er its dark lineaments gloom'd a smile, 
One moment more he thus began. 
Low cow'ring there, the outcast man :— 



ly Google 



10 THE UNHOLY RITB. 



" Oh ! give me bode my promised bride, 
My prayer, my wish, is naught beside ; 
Oh ! give me back that dear lov'd one, 
For her I summoned thee alone ; 
Restore her life, and let her be, 
All in all, as heretofore, to me. 
Long dreaiy years are mmiber'd now 
Since her onoe angel form laid low : 
Ay, years of grief and sleepless care. 
But still her form is present here. 
I ask not wealth, 'twere vain to me 
O'er many lands the sovereignty ; 
I ask but her, this all my boon, 
^he risk be mine, and mine alone." 

** 'Tis wdl ; 'tis granted. Sign this scroll. 

And let the past all backward roll ; 

Be hers in life — ^in death to me 

Swear fealty for eternity, 

Here bare thy arm ; thy life-blood's tide 

Shall seal the ransom for thy bride. 

Pause not ; already mine thou art, 

A few short years we ne'er shall part. 

When claim'd by the cold and silent tomb, 

That night shall be thy night of doom ; 



,y Google 



THE UNHOLY RITB. 11 

Thj lot in Itfe, be it good or ill, 
In death my power hangs o'er thee still. 
'Tis thy own deed, so sign, and bless 
Thy earthly days of happiness/' 

The lone man rais'd his head on high ; 
His gaze seem'd flx'd on vaoancy ; 
His hands his templto press'd, and then 
He bow'd him to the earth again. 

" Oh, God f thy wretched servant hear ; 
Reject not thou a sinner's prayer ; 
My Saviour's voice was rais'd for all — 
Oh ! let it prove a22-meroiful !" 

The fiend was dumb. The name of God 
Hallow'd the ground on which it stood. 
All pow'rless there, it dar'd not stay. 
So, fading slowly, pass'd away. 

The morning breaks — ^with rosy light 
Illumes the scene of yesternight, 
But sunny skies no more may cheer 
The heart of the lonely wanderer. 
A lifeless mass — ^his spirit fled — 
At length he's number'd with the dead. 
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A broken urn, its ashes strewn, 
Or on the summer breezes borne, 
Tells life is pastr— can ne'er return 

His bones will whiten on the sand. 
Far away from his native land ; 
No piUow'd couch supports his head, 
No friends lov'd living mourn him dead, 
No passing bell his knell to toll — 
May God have mercy on his soul! 
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MY DREAM OF YESTERNIGHT. 



Methought 'twas a happy, bygone year, 

And I was a child again ; 
The wood-lit fire blazed bright and clear, 

For it was a new-year's e'en. 
My mother gaz'd with a glistening eye, 

And smil'd on our childish glee, 
My father wing'd his prayer on high, 

But prayed all silently. 
He seem'd t'implore the Almighty Arm 

To guard with fostering care. 
To shield through life from every harm 

His children gathered there. 

At length, when the midnight hoiu* peal'd forth. 
Which told the old year was gone. 

Our prattle ceased, and hush'd our mirth. 
For ere our long day was done, 

Our fond parents bid us bend the knee, 
Pray for continuing grace, 
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14 MY DREAM OF YESTBBNIOHT. 

When life is o'er, that heayen might be 

Our blessed abiding place, 
And then to our beds we hied, but ere 

The past faded all from sight, 
There softly dwelt on my youthful ear 

My dear mother's last " Good night." 

My dream was changed, and troubled now,- 

On a moimtain top I stood, 
The lightning gleam'd o'er my pallid brow. 

And loud roar'd the foaming flood. 
A bark in the distance, far away, 

With her masts and sails all rent. 
No star to guide, ere the dawn of day 

Gilded the dark firmament. 
A blinding flash from .the depths rose high, 

Eeveal'd that all hope was gone, 
A long, last death-shriek of agony 

On the raging blast was borne. 

Methought those forms of my early love 
Were all 'neath the deep laid low. 

My heart stood still, then I headlong strove 
To dash from the mountain brow.— 
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But my dream was o'er, I woke to life ; 

Would that I could dream agam» 
Forget, as at first, this world of strife, 

My manhood replete with pain ; 
For my parents, kindred, where are they ? — 

They all to their rest are gone, 
And I must pursue my weary way. 

Cheerless, desolate, alone 
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A SONNET. 
TO JOSEPHINE. 



Lady ! you bid me blithely sing, 
Each garden flower blossoming, 
Sweet type of Youth, ere Care has come 
To blight a leaf in Childhood's home. 
And then to paint how, one by one, 
They spring to life 'neath Summer's Sun, 
Until a fragrance fills the air. 
Tribute from all in the parterre. 

My Muse would fain renew her flight 
To yonder streamlet pure and bright. 
There fold her wings, and twine for thee 
A garland all simplicity, 
One flow'ret there whose happy lot 
To whisper soft " Forget me not." 
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TO MY GODCHILD 

AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

MiNA ! my little pet, 
Can memoiy e'er forget 

Thy joyful birth? 
/, too, was happy then, 
All careless, £ree from pain, 

Went smiling forth. 
Flowers bestrewed my way ; 
Clothed in bright array 

Was mother earth. 
The early mom to me 
Spoke peace, tranquillity. 

No vain regret. 
But now a cloud glooms o'^er, 
Dark'ning for evermore, — . 

Mv sun is set 
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18 TO MY GODCHILD, 

As o'er yon summer sea — 
All cheerless though to me — 

I cast mine eye, 
And Yiew each tiny sail 
Wooing the light-wing'd gale 

So gracefully, 
While youthful Toices hymn 
A chaunt of welcoming 

To the clear sky 
I can but wish for thee 
Ever prosperity 

The like to share. 
To waft thee, welcome guest. 
To the haven oi thy rest, 

Safe anchor there. 

Or if a stormy cloudy 

And fierce winds, hattlmg loud. 

Thy iHX)gres8 mar, 
Low hending 'neath the gale. 
Thy tiny silken sail, 

. From shore afar, 
ni strive, with steady hand. 
To steer thee safe to land 

Through ocean's war. 
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TO MY OODOHILD. 19 

Right thankful I to save 
From out the briny wave 

My little pet 
To bid her banish fear, 
And braid her golden hair, 

Be happy yet. 

As time speeds swifUy on, 
Glad childhood's years are gone. 

Sweet Mina, say? 
When thy light footsteps glide 
As south wind o'er the tide 

At break of day. 
My steps all feebly slow. 
Drear age my form bows low. 

My scant hair grey, — 
Thoult be my^ardian then. 
Companion o'er the main, 

Call back the past? 
Then, tearful, trim the sail. 
While wintry breezes hail 
My voyage, the last 
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THE 
FATALIST OF THE DRACHENFELS. 



It was an early day in the month of June last, — I 
had been for some time admiring the view from the 
summit of the Drachenfels, and was about midway in 
my descent to the river's bank below, when a sudden 
storm, peculiar to those mountain regions, forced me to 
take shelter beneath a mass of rock, which overhung 
the pathway. Some children, whose daily occupation 
seemed to be the oflPering of neatly- woven chaplets and 
wild flowers to the mountain sight-seers, were already 
clustered there, and very shortly we were joined by an- 
other individual, who, as he shook the rain- drops from 
his garments, smiled bitterly and yet sadly, as the 
thunder awoke a thousand echoes round, and the light- 
ning played about the forms of the crouching children, 
who, accustomed to this strife of the elements, still 
prattled on as heretofore. In answer, most probably to 
a look of mine, for my lips were closed, the stranger 
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THE FATALIST OF THE DRACHENFEL8, 21 

remarked "They do right: small cause have they for 
fear. Instinct tells them, that if the decree has gone 
forth, it is vain for them to struggle, — vain is the help 
of man. See how they smile : it may he their time is 
not yet." 

In this speech his manner and voice hetrayed no im- 
piety—no empty vaunt — no defiance to the Ruler of the 
storm ; hut rather a conviction tiiat what he had given 
utterance to, he firmly believed. " Nay," said I in tiuu, 
" you must allow for early habit, and happily tiiey are 
too young to reason about life and death ; but the time 
will come, alas ! too soon, when a conviction of the un- 
certainty of life will be painfully forced upon them." 

" True, true ; the time of this, as you say, will come, 
but think you not, when that period arrives, along witli 
it the feeling will arise, that no human power can avoid 
the decrees of Fate ; that the necessity of bowing to it 
is unconquerable ?" 

" I see what you would say : I do not countenance 
non-exertion to avoid the ills of life, any more than I 
would say stand still, when pursued by a mad dog ; but 
ultimate escape has, from the earliest dawn of life, been 
predestined. Deem you not the proverb true — Fixed as 
Fate?" 

Any immediate answer to this was evaded by tlie 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



22 THE FATALIST OF THE DRACHENFELS. 

rain-di'ops becoming less frequent, and the little group 
starting up and calling our attention to a beauteous 
rainbow, which arched over the distant high ground. 
There spoke the Godhead. The scene around now be- 
came doubly beautiful and grand, much more so than 
it had been a short hour ago, when lit up in all its un- 
clouded summer brightness. 

We thither turned our gaze, and then again our eyes 
met. I knew nothing of my companion beyond what I 
have already stated, but sure was I from that moment, 
that, however much we might differ on certain points, 
we each had a common goal, that to whatever degree 
our ideas might clash respecting our certain progress to 
" that bourne whence no traveller returns," still the end, 
our final change, our future lot for good or ill, required 
no arguments, no doubting words. 

The children prattled on, but we renewed not the 
subject of our previous discourse. Anon the rain en- 
tirely ceased, and together we proceeded on our way. 
Prior to reaching the level ground, we discovered that 
each contemplated the same plan, to explore for the 
next few days the surrounding beauties of hill and dale, 
each, in all probability, would have achieved his wan- 
derings in a different manner, had he been left entirely 
to himself, but, as it was, finding oui*selves in the same 
qotel at Melilem, 'neath which 
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THE FATALIST OF THE DRACHENFELS. 33 

" The river nobly foams and flows, 
The charm of this enchanted ground," 

We, in a few words, agreed during our sojourn there, 
not to be entirely strangers to each other. 

It would be impossible and tiresome to recount the 
scraps of conversation, all bearing upon the same point, 
which we held together ; many renowned sages of an- 
cient days were quoted in support of his opinions. 
Homer, Hesiod, Socrates, and Plato, Xeno and all the 
stoics, besides a host of others, winding up with, and 
dwelling more particularly upon, Lucretius. 

We were perfectly agreed concerning the Roman 
poet, but I ventured to hint at only a limited assent 
deducible from the writings of almost all the others he 
had enlisted on his side, and then as to Socrates, it 
could only be traditionary, as none of his writings were 
handed down to us. Tliis led to many a learned dis- 
cussion, very uninteresting, except to those engaged in 
them ; so suffice it to tell that on the eve of our separa- 
tion, when we had wandered forth on the banks of the 
Rhine, and had seated ourselves nearly opposite to the 
island of Nonnenwerth, he gave me the following brief 
outline of his life. 

" It boots little to dwell upon my early boyhood's 
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days. At school my chief companion and friend was a 
boy about my own age ; we had not previously known 
each other * at home/ as the school phrase goes— in- 
deed, he came from a different part of the country. 

" It was * election Saturday '—a joyous season for the 
Eton boy. I was about to * take leave ' on the following 
Monday, while Hajry St. John was to remain another 
* half.* He introduced me to his parents, who had come 
to witness the festivities at Surly Hall, and they smil- 
ingly granted his request to spend the first week of the 
holy day 8 at my home. For he was an only son, their 
joy and pride, and they naturally were loath to part 
with him, even for a short week. However, our boon 
was granted, and Mr. St. John laughingly styled us 
Pylades and Orestes, expressing a hope that I should 
be enabled to pay my young friend a visit also at no 
distant day. 

" It was on the fifth morning of Harry's stay at my 
home — I remember it as well as if it were only yester- 
day. The house was fiill ; a pic-nic was proposed to a 
lovely spot on a gi'een-hill side, renowned for its pic- 
turesque beauties. It was some seven miles away, but 
Harry and myself preferred walking thither instead of 
being mounted on the dickey of a carriage ; so away 
we went, long before the rest of the party were even 
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preparing for a start. Truth to say, I had heen pre- 
viously aware that a marriage was to take place that 
morning in a neighhouring village through which our 
path lay, and we hoped to he ahle to witness some of 
the rural festivities on such an occasion, more particu- 
larly as the bride was duhbed the Beauty of the village, 
and there was to he a dance on the green in honour 
of the day. This the old butler had told me, and we 
kept our intention a profound secret, meaning to sur- 
prise the pic-nic party when we joined them with a 
recital of our adventures. The bridal procession was 
just issuing from the church door as the village street 
came in sight. In a short space the bridegroom, a 
young farmer, asked us to the breakfast, and we in all 
the joyousness of sixteen summers, right gladly accepted 
his invitation. In course of time healths were pro- 
posed, rustic compliments passed around, and then the 
song and the dance began. 

** * All went merry as a marriage bell.* We fully en- 
tered into the scene : chose our partners, and footed it 
with the rest, most glad was I that such an opportunity 
offered for the enjoyment of my dearest school friend. 
But our time was limited; before we hied away, how- 
ever, we lingered to hear a short ditty, the words of 
which it seems had been composed by the bridegroom a 
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26 THE FATALIST OF THE DRACHENFELS. 

few weeks since, and the wbicb he had been heard to 
sing ' 'neath the lattice of his lady love/ as was laugh- 
ingly whispered round, and which ' for the last time/ he 
was called upon, as in duty bound, to sing. Accordingly, 
with a smile on his blooming bride, he sang the follow- 
ing song, which I remember well, for not one scene or 
word that passed on that day will ever fade from my 
memory. They called it 

TRUST IN ME. 

When fortune smiles in Spring's glad hour, 

From care and sorrow free ; 
When tears are but an April show'r. 

Believe, and trust in me. 

When sickness comes, thy cheek is pale, 

And clouds gloom dark o'er thee ; 
Should human aid then aught avail. 

Believing, trust in me. 

This was sung in a good, honest manly voice ; so, 
heartUy wishing health and happiness to the new-mar- 
ried couple, we proceeded on our way. 

"•Well,' said Harry, after a pause, 'whatever our 
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future lot may be, — ^whatever ties we may form in after 
days, we will swear friendship true, at all events. What 
a happy scene we have just left ! You remember what 
old Horace says, — 

" Beatus ill qui procul negotiis, 
Ut prisca gens mortalium, 
Patema rura bobus exercet suis, 
Solutus omni foenore." 

But,' continued he, laughing, ' I trust that neither of us 
shall have ever cause to envy our rustic bridegroom's 
lot ; still, in case of need, we will call to mind the good 
old saying, — 

" Amicus certus in re incerta cemitur ;" 

and friends, what'er betide, we will ever be.' We 
pressed each other's hands, then bounded on again, for 
we had no time to spare. 

" In reaching our destination a long detour might be 
avoided by crossing the Severn, about half a mile from 
where our pathway lay ; and, did we but find a stray 
bofU; ready to convey us across, we should save at least 
half an hour: so we agreed to try oiu* fortunes, and 
made straight for the river. I have spoken in the plural 
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number, have said we, — but, alas ! it was I— -I alone 
who first thought of this plan; it was I who first 
paused in my onward course, and pointed to the river, 
— I the counsellor, the tempter, and the guide from the 
broad and sunny track of safety, to the cold and narrow 
grave. 

" We found a boat ; a small boy, of some twelve years 
of age, was dozing on the bank, who said that the boat 
belonged to his father, who was away at the wedding 
we had just left, and who would not be back again for 
some time. In all the heedlessness of youth, his scru- 
ples were overcome. I remember saying that we would 
trust to our lucky stars, — ^perhaps we should be able to 
discover some one on tl;ie opposite bank who would take 
back the boat, if not, I would send some one, — that the 
boy had better stay where he was. Many a time I have 
thought of it since ; I remembered the danger the fisher- 
boy — although well accustomed to the river — might run, 
in returning alone by himself, but blindly forgot our 
own inexperience, that my best beloved friend was my 
companion. The boat was small, but the light breeze 
portended nothing to those at all experienced in sailing 
matters, of which we were profoundly ignorant, our 
pursuits at Eton tending altogether to cricket, and such 
like amusements on the dry land. We had safely. 
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though not expeditiously, traversed more than half the 
stream, which is of no inconsiderable breadth at the 
point I am speaking of, when, in attempting to alter 
the position of the sail, as we feared to be carried too 
far down the river, tbe boat turned completely over ; 
poor Harry St. John, my friend, the guest who had 
been entrusted to me by his doting parents, simk to rise 
no more. On the discovery of his body, some hours 
afterwards, a cut was found on his temple, showing that 
he must have struck the side of the boat in his head- 
long fall, thereby stunning him, for he was a good swim^ 
mer ; while I, unable to swim, on rising to the surface 
of the stream, caught hold of the boat, and clung there 
until it drifted to a turn in the river, a short way further 
down. I need not paint the rest, — the extreme sorrow, 
of my own parents, the distraction and despair of Mr. 
and Mrs. St. John, or the utter prostration of myself. 
Then first I began to be what i& termed a fatalist. The 
same fate has attended me through life; good cause 
have I indeed to know and feel that all the main points 
in our existence here below are pre-ordained,— if to hap- 
piness, well and good — ^be thankful; if to far other 
scenes,* — scenes of hopes bHghted, and existence made 
to wear the semblance of a desert and a grave, repine 
not, but still strive ; and hard— very hard, believe me, 
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is the task, to love your God, and loathe the converse, 
the society, or the proffered friendship of your fellow- 
man. I might tell you many things that T have wit- 
nessed, that have happened to myself, all tending to 
confirm me in the belief. I might tell you of many a 
green and flowery spot, which, on my approach, or 
worse, when I have passed its bounds, has suddenly be- 
come a miserable and accursed wckste, a wilderness be- 
neath my tread, all girt by a storm-clad sky without a 
star. I might tell you how the bowl has been essayed, 
then with my brain on fire, how I have madly prayed 
for the cup of oblivion, from fabled Lethe's stream, and 
woke to a yet sadder morrow ; but no ! already I have 
told more than for many a long year I have divulged to 
mortal man ; it is enough, I have wandered in the far 
east ; there fate, or kismet, as they call it, is slavishly 
bowed to, and acknowledged without any effort to 
postpone, although it be impossible to avoid, the evil 
day ; no, they strive not ever, as I have done, to make 
the pathway of life more cheering to the outward eye, 
but smoke " the pipe of contentment," as they style it, 
and sluggishly await their doom. This 1 counsel not, I 
have no pity for sluggards such as these. But again, 
enough, enough, trust me ; exertion may delay, but it 
cannot counteract the decrees of fate." 
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He rose, and we slowly bent our steps to whence we 
had set out. My companion first spoke again, for the 
harrowing remembrances called up had seemed to make 
him again an actor in the sad catastrophe he had just 
related; and sufibring, deep and unhoping, were so 
visibly marked on his feature^, that I had not the heart 
to break the silence. 

He now spoke of more ancient days, — as one accus- 
tomed to subdue his feelings, — he spoke of the many 
ruins, the now chiefless castles, rising high above 
the Rhine, on either bank, in its long and tortuous 
course; all their true history, shrouded in the dark 
history of the middle ages, and for the most part re- 
counted in old, and perhaps baseless, legends. Truly 
too, poor fellow ! he had an eye for the beautiful and 
the picturesque ; and though his manner was still some- 
what excited, like the heaving of the ocean wave long 
after the storm has passed away, he dwelt with a poet's 
rapture on the fair scene spread out before him, and 
with evidently a well stored mind, recalled the history 
of past centuries, the dark story of the present time, 
and stretched out visions of future years. I was going 
to leave ecurly on the morrow. We were about to part, 
we might never meet again. I could not help hazard: 
ing one question, a hope that he who seemed so alive to 
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all that is winnings and beautiM in creation, to all the 
summer paths of life, would, at no distant day, pluck 
and appropriate to himself a flower from Nature's gar- 
den, all simplicity and truth, who would cheer him on 
his way, lighten, if she could not altogether avert, the, 
in his own language, ** decrees of Fate," 

In all our conversations, he had not even hinted at 
the fairer portion of creation in connexion with himself, 
so I was emboldened to address him thus ; but worlds 
would I have given, had my lips on that point remained 
sealed. He seized my hand, and with a look of the 
deepest, saddest feeling I ever witnessed, exclaimed, 
while an unbidden tear seemed actually to quiver in his 
eye, and long to be released. — ** Eight, right, right, a 
thousand times right, my friend ; the only real solace in 
affliction, the only true happiness in this our transitory 
state, it sheds a halo alike around our sorrows and our 
joys. If this be already your lot, may the flower you 
have chosen never fade away. If not, and the path is 
still open to you, tarry not on your way, delay not to 
pluck a flower while it is yet in yoiur grasp, and may 
success attend you, may yoiur path be aU pleasantness 
and peace, — for me that path is closed, barred out, for 
efver." 

His brow was haggard now, and the coloiu- lately 
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called up in his cheeks had faded all away; he wrung my 
hand, bid me God speed, and I saw him no more. On 
the morrow, although myself early, I found that he had 
already taken his departure, but the wish and hope is 
strong upon me that we may meet again. 

It only remains for me to add> that I yerily believe I 
am becoming a bit of a fatalist myself, for more than 
once I have sat me down with the intention of writing 
upon other subjects, but the image of my poor Mend 
always flitted before me, and arrested my pen. Let me 
hope that every one who glances over this short page 
of Life, will look with an eye of pity on, and make all 
due allowance for, the Fatalist of the Drachenfels. 
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APRIL.— A SONNET. 



Welcome thy dawn, fair herald of the spring, 

Bright flowers heneath thy footsteps blossoming; 

Each song-bird hymns its chaunt of praise, and all 

Proclaims aloud 'tis Nature's festival. 

'Tis passing sweet to mark how, day by day. 

The hues of the Winter past all fade away, 

And then perchance at eve, upreared on high, 

The Bow of Hope illumes the eastern sky ; 

Fancy may paint it there, and be forgiven. 

Arch o'er the Vale of Death which leads to Heaven. 

A type, bright month, thou are of Youth's glad years, 

Thy face e'er smiling through thy frequent tears ; 

But these make thy onward path more greenly bloom. 

While they softly whisper, " This is not our Home." 
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THE CHILDREN'S MAY-MORN HYMN. 



Father of Good ! be thine the praise 

For all our blessings here, 
E'er point our path, and guide our ways, 

Thy presence ever near, 
And we with grateful hearts will bless 
The Giver of our happiness. 

How sweet the spring ! The boon is thine — 

The fields with verdure spread. 
The wild-rose tree it seems t' entwine 

A Garland o'er our head, 
Still let us bear in mind to pray 
For a Wreath that ne'er may fade away. 

Yon streamlet brightly bubbles forth 

In all its early pride, 
A few short hours, and hush'd its mirth, 
Lost in the ocean wide ; 

D 2 
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Its Yoice, 80 silver-toned and clear, 
Bids us not count our long home here. 

We feel our mom, unclouded hour, 

Too quickly may pass by, 
Ere noon, perchance, the storm-clouds lower. 

All darken'd is our sky ; 
If such our lot, oh ! teach us then 
To cheerfid wend our path of pain. 

When Evening shadows close around, 
Oh ! waft oiu* thoughts on high. 

To where true joy and peace is found 
In realms above the sky, 

Where those beloved on Earth shall meet. 

Bow low before the mercy-seat. 

Then deign accept our matin song 

Of prayer and praise to thee, 
Thou God to whom all gifts belong 

For now and Eternity, 
And we will never cease to bless 
The Giver of our happiness. 
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SONNET. 



Hark ! the reapers blithely singing, 

While their grateful task they ply. 
Homeward, lo ! the team is bringing 

Com-sheafs *neath a cloudless sky. 
Children, group'd around, axe twining 

Ghaplets for their sunny hair ; 
Guileless mirth in their bright eyes shining - 

Joy, contentment, everywhere. 
May their morning, so fair seeming. 

Never set in storms and gloom : 
But 'their last sun, calmly gleaming, 

Light their pathway to the tomb — 
Hereafter rise, for ever beaming, 
T' illume their final Harvest Home. 
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'TwAs a^ beauteous summer night, and Heaven above, 

Undimmed by a passing cloud, spoke cabn repose . 

The pine-clad height rose darkly gainst the sky ; 

While far below the vine, with graceful folds, 

Entwined itself around some ancient stem. 

As if to cheer its age with youth's embrace, 

And call back other years. 'Twas a fairy scene 

As any thine, fair Italy, could boast. 

But what those forms reclining on the ground, 

Their heavy breathings telling weariness? 

The flagon and the wine-cup cast aside, 

And remnants of the feast all strewn around, 

As if to a day of toil or strife the bowl 

Had brought forgetfulness of all human things. 

How varied is their dress, their brawny limbs 

Encased with the rough bull's hide, and then their belt 

Studded with weapons of attack, the pistol 

And the dagger point are gleaming in the night. 



lyGooQie 



igl 



^ 

« 



THE BRIGANDS RETREAT. ^"^ 

The cloak which now enwraps each slumbering form 
Has often girt the arm to serve as shield 
To "blunt the sword, or parry the defence 
Of those they strove to wrong, for these ore men 
Who obey no law, commandment, save their own, 
A Robber Band who pity seldom shew 
To youth or age, in hunting after spoiL 
They're sleeping now, but one is wakeful near. 
The Bride of the Bandit Chief, and she keeps watch 
O'er the light slumbers of her inifant child. 
Who ne*er had known a shelter 'gainst the storm 
Save of a cavern rude, or the leafy boughs 
Which o'erhang each hill-side pass in summer time. 
A few short months ago and this young bride 
Who rich in everything save worldly wealth. 
Health, peace, contentment, was her nuptial dower, 
And loud rejoicing hailed the happy mom 
Which saw her plight her troth to him she loved. 
But ere, alas ! three moons had passed away. 
Blood was upon Filippo's soul, he slew 
In sudden quarrel one who with taunting words, 
By jealous feelings roused, had urged him on, 
And when those authorized by law had come 
To seize him for the deed, his arm was bared. 
Again his hands were dyed in crimson blood. 
Since that dark hour a price upon his head^ 
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Like Gain a wanderer he bad become. 

Lucrezia, faithful alike in good or ill, 

His fortunes followed, unwearied partner still, 

She ever strove to cheer him, still her heart, 

All hopeless, turned yet fondly to her home 

Where first she drew the breath of life, and where 

Her sorrowing parents mourned their early loss. 

She oftentimes, when all were hushed to rest, 

Would let such thoughts have way, thus now she hymned, 

In accents soft and low, this simple song 

To her unconscious babe. 

Oh! slumber sweetly, dearest one. 
May thy Spring a blight ne'er see, 

Thy path be bright, when I am gone, 
As once mine was wont to be. 

My Summer all has pass'd away, 

Alas ! we may speedy part, 
I feel, though 'gainst it oft I pray. 

The drear Winter of the heart. 

Oh ! could I hope to watch thy dawn, 

Teach thy infant lips to pray 
Each sunlit eve, and early mom. 
Ere my spirit's oallM away^ 
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I'd cheerful striye to smile again, 

Sing songs of my early years, 
Strive to fancy but summer's rain 

All my many heart-wrung tears, 

That greener blooms the myrtle bough 
Than when my glad youth begun, 

That Nature ne'er so smil'd as now 
Beneath the dear noon-day sun. 

Mother of mercy ! guard my child, 

And e'er guide his steps aright ; 
In flow'r-clad fields, or woodland wild. 

Oh ! protect him day and night. 

Then slumber sweetly, dearest one. 

Thy future from sorrow free. 
Thy j)ath be bright when I am gone. 

As once mine was wont to be. 

The young mother, tearful, ceas'd her simple song, 
And turned to where her husband resting lay, 
But he was not slumbering now, his nervous arm 
Supported his sim-bumt cheek, and there a tear, 
All unaccustomed now, coursed slowly down. 
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'Twas sympathy in all his loved one felt 
Which called him hack to life, for scarce the sound 
Of her low hymning could have banished sleep, 
So soft the cadence, like the southern breeze 
Stealing at noon day 'mong the forest boughs, 
So gently whispering scarce a leaf is stirred. 
His eye on her was fixed, then sought his child, 
Quick brushed the tear away as to his side 
Lucrezia stole, and pressed his burning brow. 
He whispered words of comfort, words of hope, 
Then she to her sleeping^ babe returned again. 
Believing now that brighter days would come 
She sank to sleep, calm smiling as she slept ; 
Such is ever Woman's trustfulness and love. 
Alas ! to these homeless ones there rarely comes 
A morrow such as fancy loves to paint, 
A course like this begun, there's no return, 
But as their own Dante sang in truthful verse. 
When casting back the gates of future woe, 
"All hope abandon, ye who enter here." 
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LINES IN AFFLICTION. 



Long months have passed away— but is there peace ? 

A weary weight of years they seem to me. 

I've wandered far in other climes, and seen 

The early sun illume each mountain peak 

And vale, all glad with promise of the Spring. 

And days have crept along — a warmer sun 

Has lit up Nature's face with brightest hues 

In vain for me. A shadow, all unseen 

To other eyes, glooms o'er my onward path. 

The lark may hymn its orisons on high, 

And from the river's vine-clad banks may rise 

The sound of merry voices, some rustic chaunt 

Perchance of home, waking the echoes round. 

Or it may be comes floating down the vale 

The solemn sound of a far-off' Village Bell, 

Summoning to prayer; all, all in vain for me. 
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Ah ! many a heart there is, all undefiled 
By contact with this world of woe and strife, 
Like to a wild rose on its native hills, 
Breathing a purer air, more free from taint 
Than gaudier plants, nourished by wealth below. 
Such a heart as this the only boon I crave. 
Sharing my griefs, would lighten half their load, 
The sunnier hours would make them doubly sweet. 
Still this wish is vain, it may not, cannot be. 

E'en as to the Ark the Dove returned, unfound 
A resting-place whereon to place its foot. 
Its drooping wing telling more plain than words 
A wilderness of waters all around. 
E'en so will I return to that Church-yard lone. 
Where sleeps the best of Parents and of men ; 
Then, when the Bell peals forth on a Sabbath mom, 
Bend low the knee in humbleness and prayer ; 
Therej oft as my lonely lot my spirit grieves, 
Weep o'er my Father's grave. 
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THE FIRST AUTUMN LEAF. 



The dawn of day illum'd the eastern sky, 
The hirds loud hymned their matm melody ; 
A ray through the flower-girt lattice hroke, 
It hid my dreamings cease, and I awoke. 
I op'd the casement, gazed, musing, forth 
On the all-hailing, dew-hespangled earth ; 
A hreeze from the hill-side, whispering low, 
Wafting sweet odours o'er my fever'd brow. 
All gently stirred a beech-tree, towering high : 

A leaf, the first I'd mark'd, fell tremblingly, 
As loath to leave the parent stem, where all 

Its summer friends still held their festival. 

Methought 'twas heedless youth, ere yet decay 

Had warning told that bloom must paiss away. 

Its young companions all around were there. 

The light of mom, the dews of eve, to share ; 

No hues of age, to herald wintry death ; 

llie genial sim above, bright flowers beneath ; 
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Smiling the woodland, green-clad was the hill ; 

No clouds gloom'd dark, and it was summer still. 

That early autumn leaf I sought and found, 

As lonely now it rested on the ground ; 

I placed it in my hosom, — there it lay, 

Until it shrivell'd, faded all away ; 

But still remains the truth, first mark'd so well. 

The sunny mom that leaf untimely fell, 

That, in this world of short-lived joy and sorrow, 

Nor youth nor age must count upon the morrow. 
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HOME OF THE HOUSELESS POOR, 
EDGWABE ROAD. 



'TwAS an eve of the month that has passed away, 
When drear Winter kept his lonely holyday, 
No sun had illumined the mom, and darkly now 
The sky o'erspread the cheerless world below, 
Hunger and hopeless want sped slowly by, 
Or feebly moaned their doom of misery. 
Twas sad to see the busy crowd pass on, 
Or harshly bid the supplicant begone, 
No pitying look, no kindly word to cheer. 
Despairing shrank the homeless Wanderer. 

All this I marked, when a voice soft whispering nigh, 
Bid me search out the home of outcast misery, 
Where friendly tones do soothe heart-stricken grief, 
And friendly hands do minister relief. 
Bid sleep refresh the limbs, give strength again 
To tread the mom a pilgrimage of pain. 
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Though scant the alms, and frugal be the fare, 
Youth, Manhood, Age, are all collected there. 
On bended knees pray God may ever bless 
The homes of those who feel for their distress. 
That when there comes, as come there must, a day. 
When worldly wealth and honours pass away, 
When all we love, each well-remembered scene, 
Must fade away as they had never been. 
That Heaven may have for aU bright joys in store, 
Last Home of the Rich, as well as *' Houseless Poor/ 
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